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DEDICATION. 

T O 

THOMAS HARRIS, Esq, 

Sir, 

YOUR treatment to me has been fo 
fingularly kind and liberal, that it 
would be infli6l:ing the fevereft punifti-' 
ment on my pride, to oblige me to con- 
ceal it from the world. . I had been 
taught to believe, that without a patron: 
amongft the great, or an eftabliftied li- 
terary fame, it was next to an impofli- 
bility to get a piece introduced on the 
ftage : but you. Sir, have proved to me, 
that this complaint is groundlefs : tho'. 
unknown and unproted:ed, your beha-^ 
viour to me has been fuch as the moft 
delicate mind could fuggeft, or the moft 
powerful influence have procured me. 
If then you countenance thus warmly 
fo humble a tribute as mine at the fhrine 
of the mufes, how much fuperior at- 
tention muft you beftbw on the more 
elevated and fublime eflbrts- of the 
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mind, when Thalia comes arrayed by 
the hand of Genius with refiftlefs graces, 
or her weeping fijfter, in native fables 
with all the confli6ti.ngpaffions in her 
train-. The encouragement you give 
to every dawn of talents, whilft it wins 
you the refped: and efteem of -the pub- 
UQif mjiffi prove of the moil e^ential fet- 
vice to the.caufe of letters. Patronage 
and fuccefs often, lend a degree of force 
and brilliancy to moderate abilities ; but 
ripen a truly fine genius into immedi-^ 
ate perfe(5llon, I have the hoBOur to 
remain, 

; . .sir/'' ":.■■:■ 

Your much obliged, 

Ajid feithful humble fer^^ait, 

FREDERICK PILON. 
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PUBLIC ta^K has nln. fo much of late oit 
the French petite comedie, of twa ^ciis^ 
that it; feewa neceffary to fay fomcthing im 
jiiftififcation bf'farce^ Jt) prevent its hdrig trJcA 
by th^ too rig^d rules, of criticifnr. la this, 
refined dget low azid ah^iwdy are terms of re* 
proach. heard to echo from the benches of the 
uppcri gallery; fo that whoever attempts to 
raifo a laugh by downright farce^ muft ex- 
peQ: Gtitics^ in all quarters of the houfe ready 
to damn him for attempting to put them in 
good humour. 

Fane- has ever been confidered fo eiJentially 
dlflerentl from comedy^ that any incident in: 
the latter bordering upon the Extravagant^ has^' 
been termed y^rnV^i/ or outre by wiky of dif- 
criitiiQatioi^ This fpecies of entertainment' 
is certainly more a caricature than a faithful 
piQure ^f nature — the outline is prefervcd' 
but extended, and every tint of the colouring 
cQiifid?r»hly heightened. Fw inftance— can 
anything be more improbable and extrava- 
gant, than the plot and incidents of the Mock 
Doflior ? yet this has been the production of. 
two of the firft comic geniufles this or any 
other country ever produced. It is not to be 
fuppofed that Molicre and Fielding wcr^ ig- 
norant of the rules of the drama; neverthelefs, 
in their beft farces they totally loft fight of 
thera, appearing to have nothing in view but 
whimfical charafters and laughable fituation'?. 
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The humour and chara6:ers of the Invafion 
in fome places have been cenfured as low, but 
furely the fame charge holds good againft the 
the mdft celebrated writers. Smollett, JPield- 
ing, Gay, Cervantes, all defcended to the hum- 
ble walk of life in fearch of Humour, and never 
rcjcfted herfor the homelinefs of her garb. ' It 
is true, that if painting low life be a fault, thofe 
diftinguiihed ^its were poflfeiled of beauties 
ftifficient to eclipfe little fpots in their reputa- 
tion. The writer of the Invafion feels but 
too feniibly the humiliating diftance he is 
thrown from them, and, that whatever his 
faults are, he has nothing to depehd upon for 
hiding them except the candour of his readers. 
The' following little entertainment he meant 
merely as zfarce^ and as fuch only he hopes it' 
will be confidered and judged of. 

He cannot conclude without returning his 
warmeft acknowledgments to Mr. Garrick 
for affiftances in the Invafion, which have 
contributed more than the merit of the author 
to its fuccefs with the public. 

The performers in general acquitted them- 
fclves with the greateft fpirit and propriety ; 
particularly Mr. Lee Lewes, who, by his 
jjieaking the prologue and his afting Came- 
leon, proved that he was poffefled of all thofe 
various and verfatile powers which conftitute 
the truly capital comedian. 
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Written by the AUTHOR, 
And fpoken by Mr. LEE LEWES- 



THE mufe In change and Miion ilill delightiog. 
Now raves of nothing but of camps and fighting, 
Of mines, of ambufcades, and heroes (lain, «% 

AnnM cap-a-pie on the embattled plain "V 

Of Covent-Garden, or of Drury-Lane« J 

One night a Camp by candle light (be ihews ; 
Next Kn Invafion, without wounds or blows. 
Beneath the arches, our. encampment nigh. 
Where walking belles, and Iriui chairmen ply ^ 
Where play-bills fpread^ feem like a centinel. 
To guard the entrance of the citadel ; ^ 
A crowd, whofe wonder our Invafion raised, 
With curious comment on each play-bill gaz'd ; 
Expecting nothing lefs than war and plunder^ 
And cannon louder than the rattling thunder-: 
An honed tar, With his dear Suein tow. 
Whom he from Wapping brought to fee the fliow ; 
Hearing debates run high upon this night, - ■ 
Put in his word to fet hi^ neighbours right. 
^* Avaft, my niaflers, and ril let ^ou know , , * 

^* What thefe folks mean by their Invafion ihew : 
•• Don*t you perceive th* Invafion's all a ikit, 
•* To laugh at Monheurs for their want^of wit. 
•* Invade us, boys ! wb^ fluice my Englifh blood, 
** And fend me heme with all my timbers wood ; 
•* If I, Ben Block, with half the Britifli ifleet, 
** Would. not thefe Parley- vous troft foundly beat I 
•* Aye, damn me, wouM I, or IMiofe my life, * 
*^ An4 then the King, God blefs him, keeps my wi&«** 
An Irifii blade, who heard this heart of oak. 
Replied, *' My honey, I believe jjou joke : 
*< Did not Monfieur Thurot, lad war, fail poff, 
** T' invade Old England, on the Irifli coafi ? 
*' Faith and he did, an hell had been to do, 
•* But that brave Elliot (hot him thro* and thro* ; 
*' Which fo furpriz'd him as along he cruiz'd, 
*' To fight no more, he beggM to beexcus'd ! ** 

Thus Britons rudely that great fpiritfiiew. 
Which always conquered tind chafiis'd her foe | 
That fpirit ot fuch energy divine, 
plouds and misfortuiies m^e it brighter ihine* 

Perfidious 
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Pei£diou^ Ga^iLiiov foels this qoi^ktiy^wnigfu f ' 
Afham'd. to yield, and vet afraid to fight. 
Purfue your triumph, Britons, ftrike the blow, . 
That hunMet io the daft youi:faithIe& foe } 
That fide which juilice, (Irength, and Valour take^ 
Honour and conquefl never will forfake. 
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Id E' N. 

Sir John Ever^Mr ■■ • ■■■ 

Charles Evergreen - 

Beaufort ;-^ — 

Cameleon — . , — 

Drill — ~ 

Roger — — 

Taiioo — , — 
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THE 

I N V A S I ON. 



A C T I, 

SCENE a Room in an Inn at Brigh^lmftone. ' 

Charles Evergreen, in a Riding-drefs^ diJcoMxeifiU . 
• ting at a Table with Mr. Beaufort ; IVinc iefor^ 
them* Capieleon in ZJifaiting. . 

Beauf. /^OME, Charles, 6H your glafs«^bcf!e*s : 
\ji reformation to your father, ^Diinks. 
r Charles^. With all my foul, for furc never was Fe- 
formation more waoted, fuice Ihaving became fa-* 
fliionable in Ruffia. 

Beauf • I havt »ot feen Emily this mbn£h : as lie 
knows ihe has a fortiine often thoufand pounds in* 
dependent of him, he keeps her a cjofe priforier ; 
and to fuch an excefidoes this military mania hur- 
ly him, that, I believe in my confcience he would 
prefer a ferjeant of invalids, or a Chelfea penfioner, 
to your difcardedfriendi for a.fon-ia-law» 

Charles. I left Oxford with a full perfuafion that 
your influence would have reconciled us. 

Beau. My influence, Charles, ceafed, the mo^ 
rtent I refufed to quit the bar, and purehafe a com* 
miffiont In vaia did 1 expoflulate and reprefent the 

B ridicul.Cj^ 
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ridicule, as fll lawyer, I mul^ incur, by going Into 
the army. He continued inflexible ; aflerted Old 
England was in danger daily of an invafion, an4 
that every man who had a regard for her laws and 
conftitution, ihould now fight for them. 

Cam. Then, Sir, it feems he is in great dread of 
an \9\jf&on^ ^ r * ; ,• ^ / •. : ^ 

Beauf. In fuchyr^a'd-of it, that be has got a ler- 
jeantand a drummer, that are down here on a re- 
cruiting party, to. t^acji hijn ^his ^es^rcifer-rNaj-, | 
^m told he intends finking a trench round Evergreen 
Hall, and converting it into a garrifon. 

Cha, I fuppofe he!t thij^ at the whole county. 

Beauf. Why, faith, no — very few know any 
thingr^Jjcmt.hini* filrightb^lflg^ene^ dvrjqg thefe^- 
fon, is too much engaged with fcandal and gallantry 
-r-A(8^ his houfe.itandtng fo far oiit of the town — ^ > 

•eta, -'Sdeatb'"! if, inRead of baniibing me for 
faults he was guilty qf himfeliFat riiy agi, hie bad 
clapped a fword into my hand, and bade me fight 
f^rmy-countxy^ be'^dib'tv^ ^Siedlike'ftn EngliffiitKih . 
andi '^t)^d fttHe-F-: bu? m old fcllow^f siixfy, trcu- 
hMi^thfueo ot^ four linjes a yaar with t4ie gout, no 
rKinjfc of goiqgintcjUbe aVnjyl — ^he may as well 
think*of awifc. ^ -• ■• " -'« ' • •*": 

vi^^iiuf. 1 fupp©(fe ymi* have heaft-d that your old 
airitt^'Lady Catheriiie Rouge, pftSed this^fummer^.' 
for the firft t5m<?, fit h-ii hqufe. She, Sir, i^my mcjft 
formidable eneniyi >;Would you believe if, (-harles. J:; 
Tiie oi^d fedy a<Bi)^lly^ade love't(>ttid ;.and becaufc' 
Itdid' not return .{;ip qverrures wii^hail the warmtb; 
Ibe expeftQd, Hk^* aitiue woman, ibemoft cordially. 
'bitefeme*; . ' .•• - '■' • ''^ '^^ ^ ' '' - ' i 

Cam. She docg i-^More ibame for you. Sir, to. 
putit in hei* povi^r. - r . . \ 

'iB^auf.' Why;, .G^meJion,(lJreyood(in't fuppofe'I' 
could make- love to a woEpaaioid^erioMgh to.be ihy. 
o^iandmother ! 

Cam, 
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CaiH/. AyCit^yoUr giiaodn»othe$ herftlfy J>roYidfcdt 
that was the only method you had left to! obtain: the* 
ri«l miftrefe of .yourHieart. Ngwj had I been an 
your fituatioii, and ihe bad bien as wkhercdas. a; 
njuinmy^ without a |QotK in. her head, or a hair of • 
any colour to boaft of, Tdliave beep at her feet frdm . 
mornit^g g4ri>ight, fvvdre thit flife had .a:. Cupid in 
every wrinkle^. that I loved her more tbari Aiitony : 
4id Cleopatra, and that i^ the Godd4f$ of Difctiyd 
threw, ilnothei? golden apj^le liponr earthy! to 'be- 
given to the fetteft> and appointed me jud^, her. 
Ladyfllip^ without having a tooth to-eatit^ Ihoifld' 
have had rbe- pippin bcfdre-tb^aaprrbv^ moicmng* - 

Beauf.andCha. Ha^ha, hal 

Beauf. Why, Cameleon,.you aw a wit/Jl aod, 
ffom fome; of your flights^ I ihould conclud^^ a 
pieq^ofafcholar. : .■ -. 

Cam. It is no matter what I am^ Sir^J-wiih to 
fcrve my mafter, and fetve you too^ Sir ; and IthitiLk 
I can do it, provided 'my: maft^ci^ not altog^tlier fo ' 
fquearti'iPk as hisi friend* - , 

Cha. What are you. driving at, Cam^leipn:?: 

Cam. I only hope, Sir^ that you air^ iipt <b rjsfined 
in your nbtions of beauty as Mr. Beaufart.i and 
that, provided it is your iritereft^ you cgrt ijiifUke 
the fnow-upon an old faplefs,truok„ for, bioffpms- 
and green leaves, andfwear you feel the hfeatof (he> 
Dog-days in th^ ixionth of December. Bu t ,c<) ^vave, 
ipets^phor* I Hope, Sir, you will think that. Lady. 
Catherine has ftill fome charms left* . ' ■ , 

, C^a\ Why, you rafcal, have you fprgpt ftiQ is "my 
awt? . . . , ; 

CattHk Vour aunt ! What then ? HdS:nQf ihe«>af 
great deal of money ? And don't you think;it,woptd 
^ a pity to let it go out of ,the family ? tl^as Ihe/ 
ever fecn you ? . ' .:.:;«: v 

. Cha^ Not fince I was eight yevs old, wH\en/.i re-* 
^ menxber, Ihe has often taken me on her knqc^ pati- 

B 2 ' '' ted 
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tki'wTf ehctk, played with my ringlets^ and called 
me her littte Adonis. 

Cam^ Then, Sir, you ^vA now rotiifn the com* 
plimeht, you muft take her upon your^knee, pat hct 
cheeks^ play Vith her ringlets, and call her your 
full-grown Venus. 

C^a. Pfba ! fool ! this will never take. A wo- 
man that ha^ lived in thefpherelhe has~ 

Cam* Will believe any handfome young fellow, ^ 
who telU her he is love with her. The fphei^ ihe 
has lived in ! "Sdeath, Sir, do ypu fuppofe women 
of quality live in the fphere of Dian, or are all born 
tinder Virgo ? It might have been fa formeiiy, 
tut the prefent racejar^ certainly under the influ- 
ence of v^^armer planets, t A woman of quality ex- 
pefts lovers to the lad njomciit faf h^rlife ; and a^^ 
the kings of France, from excefs of ^cfpedt^ are fup-, 
pofed never to die, fo a womtn of falhioh^ from ex- 
cefs of gallsintfy, is fuppofed never'to ceafe to be 
beautiful,; A woman fuch as Lady Catherine, like'^ 
ice before the fun, will diffolveat the blare which* 
furroundVa' fine y6u*hg fellow. '•^ ' . - '- 

' C6a. O your humble fervant. Sin i 

Cdm. 1 am right in my philqfophy* J^ 

•: Beau. I relifli your fcheme eMcedingly, Came-*^ 
leon. The oW lady, Charles, is as rich; as a Jew, 
^;nd can do any thing with your father. No Vir,if 
you ftlay your; cards flcillfully, you may with eafe 
draw he* inco fuch a ridiculous fituation that flie'll 
, be glad to purchaie your filence at any.rate^ 

\Cam>. Sir, you have hit it. Make .love to her, 
and afterwards difcard me as a blockhead, or ftone 
me for U^hKc prophet, if it prove not the means of 
all your debts being paid, and you being recondled. 
tt>ydur father as- firmly as ever.- Here, waiter^ 
bring pep, ink and paper. [Enter flatter toith Pett^ 
Ink and Papi'r.'] Write to her immediately, and in- 
treat an interview, which I'm fure fliell grant. 
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Cha. And what dame am Itoafiurrfe ) [^Stisdo&n. 

Cam. What 'name !---Why, let me fee-i-Suppdfe 
you borrow Sir George Narciflus's name-— 41^6 *Fv^/ 
intimate friend, and as utterly unknown in pci:forijfi>^ 
Lady Catherine as you are. * . ^ ^ 

Cha. Enough. iSits dawn and zmter.'] Wfitltc?ry 
bring a cattdle. * » : . r 

' Cam. I have a fcbeme to ferve you too^^Mr.- 
Beaufort. i 

Beau: I thank you, Caniclebn^ but that I know 
to beoutof yotir power. ) 

Cam. Don't think flightly of my power, till yotf 
are better acquainted witK it. What would you 
think if I |)tocured you' to interview witfe Mifs 
Evergreen this very afternoon ? '. ' ) 

- Beau. ThinU l-^tiiat you care-Machiatel/'hiftV^if. 
[^Enter Ifatter with a Candle.J- But pr'ythee* tell nofd 
how -you' i)r^p(trife eftedihgj thik? 

Cam. You have no objedion to wearing aiiv^^ryf^ 

BeAn. Norte iti did world, • 
■ C&^. Impudent rafcal! The next quefticwi, Liup-' 
pofe youTl ^ik him is, whether he*U go pn board- 
' wageis. ^ ■ ; ••'..• s r 

Cam. Then, Sir, Til afldim^J Ae charaifter of the^ 
celebrated Enamel the dentift from London. I 
lived with him two years, and, whenever I pleafe; 
we are as like as two eye teeth. Y<ki Aafl pafs 
as my fervant, and in this difguife we'will vifit Sip 
John, as recoup rh^nrfed by CoJonel Platoon, hts par-' 
ticular friend in London, to give him -a new fet of 
tecth^ and a left eye, that he may look like stfoi*' 
dier^ when he goes into th& militia* 

Beauf, But what end will this anfwer ? 

Cam. Why, Sir, while I acft amufing Sir Johtf 
with ,all the fafhionable jargon of a firft-rate dentift, 
y^u wiS have an opportunity of cxmverfing with 
your miftrefs, and of afiuring her, that if (he will 
confent, you will deliver heir this night* 

Bifiuf. 
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"Beauf, This night, CamcKon J 

Cam. This nighty Sir, if there's faith in. njari.*** 
You know he is always ravif^g df an iavafion i 
that's my engine* IfJl unfold my pJot on our way 
to Evergreen-Hall ; you may depend, I think, on. 
its fucjcefs^ when Sir -Jcihn^s charafter is confidercd ; ' 
therefore employ all your , eloquence with vour' 
ipiftrefs, for nothing but her difap|)rob.adc*i .cl oui* 
plan can defeat it. i. .,{ 

-. Btauf. ^If it.fuccpeds, I will make/yoiit fortune* 

Cam. Have you finifhed the love-'letter to. your. 
i^untyfet^^Si^? . / 
4 C^<?;. I have juft fealed.it. . •. 

; CUnfi^ Sealed it 1 what before 1 faw ?h$ contents 

of it ? ... :r;: .. : 

Cba^ Why, (irfah» do you tbiuk I wiuit yopf. af- 
^ft^qcg to. write a letter?' ^ . . \, 

Cam. But, lord .Sir, a loye letter is (ugh a difr: 
fcrent kind of letter from all other letters, . that 
without greit practice, .there is no fiKU'ithing as 
writing on^, cipecially t© an elderly Udy-^foraftcf 
a qertain, period, the tafte. Ijecogae? Jb. fiajlo^s^ it 
relifties- nothing that is not feafoned very h^h-rr 
Have you put darts and flanles enough. Hiio.ic ? 

Cka Ay^, enough to . burn the mplfenger*s fip-j 
gers, . . .: 

Cam. Then give it ta me, Sir-r- 1 will fend it tp 
her X4^yftiip, piping hot, by an ol^ fej^ow fer*. 
vaiHjWhpfe. livery and face, lam fure, ihe .kno\j^s 
nothing of-— Away, my mafters-^viiStory attend. 
M^ and llKu;4s:ftallcrQwn ws I . [Exe^n^4 
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J ..r : • 3GENE, a I>reJfmg-Rom. 

Lady Catherine Rouge at her Toikite, . 
,/•';;, . $$Llly in waiting •' 

Lad^V. There IS certaihlyfomething lii thefo 
countTf glaffes-^they make a perfeft fright of 
6t\^' — I can't bear myielf in any of them— they 
Ihew as little breeding in their reflexions as their 
favage owners. • • - • ' 

Sally. For my part, I don^t think they are fit 
fpr fuch a one as your Lad yfhip to look into ^ in- 
deed they are 'well epough for a poor farvant like 
me, or your middling folks in the country. 
, ta.(^' CBut it is np wonder I looklll^^— I have 
liave not bad an hour's re ft-rltwas three, yoju knQW,- 
before I got into bed^ and I hiad fcarce closed my.r 
eyes, \vbffn f po0CQ:t of :rook$ and pigeons began 
t£> ferenyif me, and Jkej)t me awake till fix-r-thefe 
fpfomuiiioiaus had fcarcegWien me a iifitle^r^fpite^' 
\vhep the grenadiers marfli.ftfwk up direftly un-^ 
derfp)^ Window -rrthen ppp, pop, -went the ^muf- 
quets; for tHrf/e or., four hours, tearing ypy ; poor 
besd tp pifA:es,>..jilJi what; ^Yith tfoe noile^ fx»Hng, 
Ivalmoft Ipftmy/enffs. , »: 

Sally. Lord, your tadylhip, it was Sir John and 
his fervants that made all that racket aitd uproar— 
Heh^s got ^.ferjeant and a drummer from Bright- 
helmftone to teach hini his exercifer— If your La- 
(Jylhip wa^'toiee hiip, and Roger the carter, arid 
William the poftillipn, marching and defiling 
about, and turning ouc , their ^oes, and handling 
their airms, you*d die with laughing. As fure as 
can be, the poor gentleman is not right in; hi« 
UTindrr-the thoughts of this invafion: has turned 
Jiis brain. 

Enter 
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Enter a Servant. 

Sert^. A gentlewoman, who fays^ ter name is 
Mrs. Bruffds, defires to fee your Ladyfliip imme* 
diately. , *. . . i * 

Lady C. Shew her up inftantly. [Exit Servant.^ 
^IJive, Mrs. Bruflcls thc^miUener, from Saint 
Jap:ies's Place— but ruii Sally yourfelf, and bring 
ber to me ; that blundering fool will make fonvc 
niiftake. 

Sally. She's here, your Ladyihip. 

Enter Mn. Bruffells m^ Riding-Hahit, Lady Cathc- 

* rine runs and embraces her. 

' Lady- C. My deiar Stuflels, this is mod kh?d !-^ 
who could have expefted you at fuch a diftance 
from London ? 

Bruf. [Taf^^^ ^ chair.'] \ muft reft myfelf, dear 
I^y Catherine, without ceremony.— —You fee 
what* a figure 1 cut-^ juft popt out of the dilly^ 
whtrc JVe been aim oft fuffocated and fqueez'd to 
death, betwceh a fiat p^rlbn and a greafy cook 
^ench; >vho were coming down to Brighthelm^ 
'ilonei fop employment.- 1 have news for you > ^ * 
Lady Betty is brought to bed, and is to be manied 
next Thursday fc*^ennight, 

X<7^C. Serloufly! 
- Brufi You may depend upon it-v-butiiot a fyU 
lable t^ranfpired, 

• La^G, And was tbere ttowhifper-^no little ilU 
itaturM ftorf*^ fpread ? ^ 

' Bruf. 5 here were a few fquibs in the new^s- 
paj^ers,* bW^ theie are fo common now, that even 
V^'ben thiy ai^ true, nobody believes them. 

. Lady C. - Have you heard how Harriet Rattle 
fettled her quarrel with Lady Sophia ? 
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Bruf. In a very awkward manner — The military 
fpirit, you know, is grown fo falhionable, that 
Mifs Harriet abfolutely challenged her ; and they 
would adlually have fought, only the peffon whom 
Lady Sophia had trufted to provide piftolsi difco- 
vered the whole affair to my Lord, who 'went im- 
mediately to a magiftrate, and had both the ladies 
bound ov^r. 

* LcidjC. H^, ha, ha ! brave Harriet 1 what a 
lofs has the king fuftain*d in her being obligM to 
wear a petticoat ? * 

Bruf. Harriet's conduft was punftilioufly ho- 
nourable — Shefneer'd at- the ridiculous ceremony 
of binding oyer ; bpt in order to evade it, fet off for 
the Netherlands about ten days ago, leaving this 
kconic billec with- Lady Sophia — " You'll hear of 
*^ me at Lille/' ... 

Lady C. And did Lady Sophia follow her ? . 
' Bruf. Only (he was tak^n injabour, Ihe^would ; . 
feut it is thought, that as foon as ftie is aWe to travel, 
flie will go off poft, to prevent her honour being 
queftion^d. 

Lady C You certainly, Bruffcls, are a moft en- 
teitaining creature^ your converfation is a perfeft 
cordial — any thing new in your own way ? .. 
' Bruf. Nothing, my Lady, except the thunder 
caps. 

Lady C. Thunder caps ! Hcav'ns, Bruflels, 
what do you mean ? Thunder caps ! 

Bru^. They are quite the ton, and all my own 
invention — So many accidents happen'd to the 
heads of my cuftomers this furomer from light- 
ning, that I have contrivM caps with conduftors in 
them, which will enable a lady to walk with her 
bead two yards high in the moft viplent thunder 
ftorm without danger. 

Lady C. I hope you have brought one with you ) 

^ruf. O yes, here it is— [P^rf/i out an extravagant 
C (af. 
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cap,"] — and, not that I fay it, as highly finiihed as 
any cap from this to Paris — and one Til infure fafc 
wearing too in all weathers. 

Lady C. Any thing elfe ? • 

Bruf. No— I have been out of rumps thefe fix 
weeks ; indeed I don't think it worth wafting cork 
on *em now — not one called for from^mprning till 
night — I have remarked that fince the French war 
was firft talk'd of, and fo many new regiments raif- ' 
ed, it has been quite unfafliionable to make any un- 
natural addition to the Ihapes. 

Enter Servant with a Letter, which he delivers to 
Lady Catherine. 

Lady C Who brought this letter ? 

Servant, A fervant in livery, your Ladylhip, he 
waits for an anfwer. 

Lady C. You'll excufe me, Bruflels. 

\Breaks the Seal and reads. 1^ 
« Madam," 

*' Permit me with the moft awful refpcft to di- 
^' vulge a fecret which has prey'd upon my peace 
** for above thefe fix months ; the firft nioment my 
*^ eyes were blefs'd with a fight of your beauty, my 
" heart became your prifoner.'' Unfortunate crea* 
ture — " and though I have ftruggled to get free, 
" I find I do but rattle my chains without being 
*^ able to break them ; like a fquirrel in his cage, 
** always ringing his bells, but never to any tune/' 
It is really very facetious. " Grant me then, divine 
*^ creature, an interview this evening on the walks, 
*' if it is only to. Jet me die at your feet ; for die I 
^' know I muft, feme time or other." Oh, Heav'ns! 
I would not be his death for the world. — ** Your 
** n( t returning my letter, and telling my fervant 
" there is no anfwer, will be to me full anfwer ; for 
*' 1 will net ulfcnd your delicacy, by expecting you 

^" to 



Digitized by 



Google 



C ti ] 

'•^ to write to me/' — He muft be a man of quality 
by his breeding — ** I am, divine creature, with the 
*^ pureft fenfe of adoration, your eternal admirer, 
" and devoted Have, 

George Narcissus." 

Tell the fervant there is no anfwer. [Ear// Servant. 
What a tender, delicate, elegant writer ! I would 
not be the death of fuch a man to be made a du- 
chefs. I muft fee him. 

Bruf. I hope your Ladylhip has heard no ill 
news, that you are fo much mov'd. 

Lady C. O, Bruffels, read that tender fcroU, and 
tell me if I haven't caufe. [Gives her the Letter.'] 
Such a man was framed to make a woman falf -— - 
Then he writes, good Gods ! how he does write I 

Bruf. As fure as can be this is Sir George Nar- 
ciflus, brother to the colonel. 

Lady C. Then you know him, Bruffels ? 

Bruf. I know his brother of the guards as well as 
I know yoiir Ladylhip, but I never faw the baro- 
net; I am told though be is one of the fineft young 
fellows in England. 

Lady^C. O, Bruffels, is he ?^ 
' JSruf And remarkable for his tafte* 

Lady C. That, I think, he has given a pretty 
good proof of. 

Bruf. And has got an eftate of eight thoufand 
pounds per annum. 

Lady C. O, do not mention that, Bruffels ! for 
what is fortune to the wiih of love ? '^ A miferablc 
bankrupt,'* as the tender Tancred fays. 

Enter Emily. 

Em. My dear Lady Catherine have you fpokcn 

to my father about Charles? This moment I heard 

he was at Brighthelmftone, — If >ou would let me 

flip out to fee him^ I would be back immediately. 

C 2 girl 
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Lady C. By no means Emily, what would your 
father fay if you were to go off with Beaufort ? A 
girl with ten thoufand pounds at her own difpofal is 
not to be trufted every where. 

Em. Bur fure you may depend on my word, 
when I promife to come back. 

Lad^ C Lord Child, when the heart is once 
touched, there's no anfwering for a woman's con- 
dud — I can't anfwer for my own in fiich a cafe. 
Eh, BruflTels ? 

Em. But have you faid any thing in poor Charles's 
favour to my father ? 

Lady C. Not I, upon my word — I am determined 
never to open my lips in favour of fuch a wild, 
thoughtlefs, inconfiderate .fpendthrift — He is not 
like Sir George. ^Jpart to Brupls. 

Bruf. Sir George, ypur Ladyfhip ! 

Lady C. O, the dear man I But you muft go' with 
me, Bruflels, I fliail be in fuch a flutter, I mall cer- 
tainly faint and difcover that our paffion is mutual 
before I open my lips. 

Em. Dear aunt, let me intreat your interceffion 
in my favour. 

Lady C* I muft infift, Mifs Emily, that you re* 
tire to your chamber: I wonder you are not aihamed 
of cxpofing your paffion for a fellow in this man- 
ner-^But I muft leave you, I have fo much bufinefs 
at prefent of my own, that I have, very little time 
to miiid other people's— Come, Bruflels, and help 
me to prepare for this affefting interview. 

[Exeunt Lady Catherine and Bruflels. 

Em. Poor Charles ! I am the only friend thou 
haft in this houfe, an4 the only one who cannot fervc 
thee — If Beaufort has npt left the country in confe- 
quence of my father's ill treatment, he will be your 
firm friend — Beaufort ! how my heart trembles at 
that name, and h jw aftive is fancy, to torment 
with hopes, which sre now no more, 

SCNG. 
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SONG. 

I. 

What painfu! niomcnts counts Che maid, 
Whofe faithful bofom ftill 

Jletains the image love hath made 
Againft a parentis will. 

II. 

No morn that Ihakes its rofy wings. 
Dawns peace upon her breaft. 

And night, that balmy flumber brings^ 
To her aflfords no reft. 



III. 

In vain ihe hopes that time will prove. 
What abfence could not give, . 

For Ihould Ihe ceafe one hour to love. 
She'd ceafe that hour to live* 



IV. 



Thus deep within the wounded heart. 

The fatal arrow lies. 
And when to eafe we^raw the dart> 

The baplefs viftim dies^ lExit. 



SCENE . 
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SCENE changes Jo a Spacious Hall 
Enter Sir John Evergreen, Drill, and Tattoo. 

SirJ^' Now we only want a couple of fidd- 
pieces, and our review will be complete. 

Drill. Have you ever a pair of jack boots in 
the houfc ? — I think we might make a Ihift with 
them. 

Sir y. Do you think they will ftand the firing ? 

Drill. Damme, PU engage for them as well as if 
they had tower mark on — I'll tell you a ftory of a 
jack boot — The firft battle I was ever in, being a 
mere boy, as a man may fay, you muft know I was 
devililhly frightehed ; but a good-natur*d grenadier 
obferving my confufipn, wl)ips me off a jack boot 
from the leg of a trooper, whofe brams were juft 
blown out, and intrench'd me up to the chin in 
it, in the twirling of a ramrod : as foon as I found 
myfelf. Sir, fafely garrifoned in the boot, I bent my 
knees, to take every advantage of my poft, and 
damn me if I did not maintain it with the greateft 
ileadinefs till the battle was over, without receiving 
a fingle wound but one, and where do you think 
that was ? 

Sir J. Perhaps in the xoes — that part of a jack 
boot I know is apt to go firft. 

Drill. It was in the ^ lace of the hind firk of 
my hat, ^yhich happened to be too much' expofed 
above the boot to the fire of .the enemy.^r-What 
do you think ,of. a jack boot now ? ' ' 

. Tai\ Split my drvim.fticks.how. yoado fling the 
hatchet, Serjeant! 

DiilL Why do you doubt my word, you dog ! I 

tell 
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tell you what, Sir John, there's not a man in the 
fegiment but would fwear to it. 

lir J., I don't doubt it — ^I dqn^t doubt it at all, 
Mr. Drill — for my part, I think the ftory highly 
probable. . 

^at. Probable^ Sir ! if he gets any body to fay it 
is true but himfclf, I'll fuffer my braces to be cut on 
a review day, • and be content with the black hole 
for n^y dining-room. 

Drill. Ah, you rafcal, -yduknow I can't ; the 
entire corp.s I belonged to were all cut to pieces ; 
therefore he knows I have not a witnefs living to 
confront him. 

9j/. This is another Fontenoy, ferjeant; he fays 
Sir, he was at the battle of Fontenoy at eight years 
old. \^ 

' Drill. So I was, firrah — I went there, with a fife, 
hi my hand, and behaved fo well, that I was pro- 
moted to a drum as foon as ever I was able to carry 
one, and had the honour of fcourging the whole re- 
giment. 

Sir y. But let us fee about the boots— Here, Po- 
ger. ' - f ' • '^Qalls. 

Enter Roger. . - 

Roger. Did your worfliip call?* 

Sir jf. Yes, bring me the old boots that are 
hanging up over the chimney in the back-kitchen. 

Roger. What the mouldy pair, that the rats cat 
the ftraps of ? 1 doubt they are not fit for your 
worflup's wearing, 

\ Sir y. What's the- matter with them ? Have any 
of you rafcals being drawing them on lately ? 

Roger. Drawing them on,* your worlhip ! ecod I 
defy anybody to do that ; for they are as ftirf as a 
deal board, and one of them would be enough to 
boot fuch a one as I frcJm head to foot. ^ 

Sir 
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&>y. Well, Sir, bring them here immediately. 

Roger. I wilh your worfliip would fend fome- 
body elfe. 

&V J, Why what's the matter, you dog, that 
you can't bring *em ? 

Roger. Why if I muft tell your worihip. Tabby, 
the cat, kitten'd in one of them yefterday, and if I 
was to diflurb her, Margery the cook would play the 
very devil with me. 

Drill. What I the cat kitten'd in one of our 
field pieces ? 

^at. Zounds ! let it be charged at the muzzle, 
and blow her and her family out at the tx>uch-bole. 

Roger. But I am afraid to tell your worihip about 
the other. 

Sir J. Out with it, rafctl, as you dread my anger. 

Roger. Why, Sir, about half a year ago the coal- 
box was burnt, and being afraid to tell your wor- 
ihip, we cut off the foot of one of thofe old boots, 
thinking you would never wear them, and io made 
a coal box of the leg, faving your worfliip*s pre- 
fence. 

4Sfr J. Run and diflodge the cat, drownevery 
one of the kittens, but firft bring me the unoccu- 
pied boot as it is. [Exit Roger,] One field piece, 
ferjeant, is better than no artillery. 

Enter Emily. 

Sir J. So, Madam ! I fte you ftill continue 
whimpering? 

Em. I cannot help feeling. Sir: it is no more in 
my power than yours to command the affeftions. * 

Sir J. What bufinefs has a girl like you with af- 
fedtions? 

Emily., Did you not countenance Mr. Beaufort's 
addreffes ? nay, was not the very day fixed for our 
marriage ? 

Sir J. 
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Sir J. Yes, but I have changed my mind ; the 
fellow was mean enough to prefer fighting with 
words and parchment in Wcftminftcr Hall, to th6 
glorious danger of the field of battle. If he had pur- 
chafed a pair of colours with his laift Ihilttng, I 
would have given you to him at once^ for he might 
one day become a general ; but he fliall never have 
a daughter of mine, till he acquires fpirit enough 
to confider a good foldier a bettef charafter than the 
Lord Chancellor. 

Enter ^ Servant. 

Serv. A gentlemao, who. came to thc'door in a 
chariot, defires to fpeak with you. Sir. 

Tat. Then wcHI niake ourfelves fcirce* 
. AVy, Step down to the pantry, and • get fonae 
ftVbng beer and bread and cheefe to flay your flo* 
njiachs, and I will difpatch him immediately* 
"" Drill. Comei Tattoo,^ itrike your tent. 
Tat. Dammee ! J'm never in the rear when Tm 
op- the march to Cupboard Garrifon. 

lExeunt £)rill and Tattoo* 
" Sir y. Has this gentleman told you his name ? 
Serv. Yes Sjir, Enamel is his name. 
Sir y* O, tell Mr. Enamel to walk up. 

[Exit Servant* 
'Em» Then, Sir, I fuppqib I may retire to my 
apartment ? 

Sir J. No, Madam, flay where you are ; Ihave 
fomething to fay to you prefently — Zounds, here is 
Mr. Enamel* 



Enter Cameleon, fafitafiicaVy dreft for Enamel tbi 
Dentifty Mr. Beaufort in a Livery. 

Cam. Dear Sir, I beg ten thoufand paMons for 
not being with you fooner, but I have fcarce a mo- 

D ment 
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ment to myfelf. Lady Bab Frightfvil kc^tipc with 
feer for above an hour; and it's as difficult -to get 
LVizy from Lord Toothlefs, as it is to pleafe him— 
Be fo kind as to be feated — Vm in a prodigious hur* 
ry. • [^Hands him/elf a chair. 

Sir y. By all means, Sir, I never want to be bid 
take a chair in my own houfe, [^Afide] What the 
devil can this fellow want with me ? 

[Beaufort drawing nearer to Eniily.J 

Beau. Heavens how I tremble as I approach her. 

Em. What can this mjfn poflSbty want with my 
father? . 

Beau. But do you not know me, Emily ? 

Em. Know you! O heavens! is it poffible? Beau- 
fort! 

Cam. [^Looking eamefily at Sir John's M>ut^.J. 
Aye, I fee they are very badly coloured— 7but th|t^^ 
may be owing to negleft-— perhaps you .c^on't ufe 
water glaflfes after dinner. 

Sir % Water glaffes ! 

Cam. But now I mention water glalTes, it reminds 
me of a whimfical accident which happea'd laft 
week at Lord Whiffle*s. His Lord(hip had a large 
party to dine with him, all people of tip top fa- 
ihion and my cuftomers ; could not have wallowed 
a mouthful for all that but for me ; amongft others. 
Lady Mary Made*Up; who had*got in that day an 
entire new fet upon trial from Signdr Grinini, they 
were highly finiihed, and Lady Mary did the artift 
ample juftice, for flie was upon the broad grin du- 
ring the whole time of dinner. ' * 

Sir y. Oh ! that's a mark of good breeding 
aiTiong your people of faflnon. 

Cam. After dinner as Ihe was lipping from her 
>vater glafs, an aukward booby of a fervant joftled 
hej elbow, and drove- the edge of the glafs with 

fuch 
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fuch violence againft'her fore teeth, that the wliole 
fet bounced into her lap in a twinkling—Every bo- 
dy {tared, not fo much at the accident (as it was 
one might have happened to moft of themfelves) 
as at the prodigious alteration it made in Lady Ma« 
ry — her cheeks which appeared as round and as 
plump as a peach, Ihrunk into wrinkles, her lips 
fell in, her noie and chin approached, and from 
a fine blooming girl of five and twenty — ^before 
the cloth was removed, flie was bagged into an 
antiquated maiden of threefcore. 

Sir y. Ha; ha, ha ! — A very good ftory ! ^Sdeath, 
if it were poffible for fuch an accident to befal me,' 
I ihould never be able to (hew my face again. 

Cam. You need not fear, Sir, if you deal with 
me. But be fo good. Sir, as to open your mouth 
a little wider. 

Sir y. Open my mouth a little wider. 

Cam» A gentle curl upon your cheek, jufl: an in-* 
climrtion to arfmHe. * ^ 

Sir y. A fmile ! why zounds. do you think I am 
angry with you for telling this ilory ? 

Cam. l^ffide.J . Now . fo amufe my old frieijd, 
while the lovers talk a little. [Looking as' in great 
furprize at Beaufort.] Ha ! John, what's the mat- 
ter ? Are you taken ill ? 

Beau. I don't know what's the matter with me. 
Sir, but 1 have fuch a ftrange unaccountable feme- 
thing or other come over me. 

Sir y. The devil you have ; but I fuppofe you 
have been drinking this morning, you rafcal. 

Cam. No, noj I am fure he hasn't — John is a very 
fober feilo^v, but he's very fubjedt to. fits, one of 
which he will moft certainly have, unlefs he gets 
a little cordial to revive him- 

Sir y. He ftiall have a bumper of brandy, if that 
"will do him any good — Here, Emily, go give this 

D 2 poor 
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poor fellow a .glafs of brandy ; give him two if he 
will take them. 

Em. I Ihall obey your commaads. Sir — How 
fortunate I [JJide.'] [Exeunt Beaufort and Emily .J 

[Cameleon pulls out a large BpxJ] 

Cam. Sir, I challenge Europe to match the fet I 
have brought-— they have the polifli of porcdatn, 
—the whitenefs of lalabafter, and the clearnefs and 
iielicacy of pearl ; and for ftrength, from a filbert 
to a walnut, there is not fuCh a pair o£ nut-crackers 
in the kiogdom, and .FIl engage them all genuine 
elephants* 

Sir J. Elephants ! Zounds ! fure this fellow docs 
not think becaufe 1 am going into the army, that 
I'll make warlike the great Mogul, upon the back 
of an elejphant* ' ' [jifide. 

Cam. Scarce one p^rfon in twenty. Sir, has got 
a decent fet of teeth. 

Sir y. Damn their teeth, what are their teeth to^ 
me? 

Cam. Why certainly nothing, Sir, you are only 
to take ^ar<? of your own. 

Sir J. What is this fellow driving at ? [Jfide. 
But come. Sir, whatever bufinefs you have with 
me, diTpatch it, as I c9n^t Aand chattedng nonfenfe 
with you all day* • 

Cam. Sir I b^g pardon fordetaining you a fecond 
longer than neceflary. [Opens his Box.'] But I have 
every thing ready-^— aaid will difpatch you in a tricet 
Pear Sir, befc^rc I begin^ I beg to know who gave 
you that yile fet of teeth?— if it were public, 
'tvvouM blow him up — twouM ruin' his bufinefe. 

Sir y* This fellow is as mad as a March hare- 
why, friend, what is the matter with my teeth ? 

Cam, The matter with them. Sir ! you have not 
one in your mouth fit for a gentleman to open his^ 

lips 
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lips with— one hearty laugh would deftroy you-— 
I would not venture to fit the fafliionable comedy 
with them for fifty pounds — but I will give you a 
fct that for colour, I defy any black or chimney- 
fweeper in the kingdom to match them-— Be fo 
kind Sir, as to let me take thofe vile teeth out of 
your head, and Tft replace them with a new fet in 
the pickbg of an old one. 

{^PuUs out a large Injirument f$r drawing Tteihm 

Sir J. You rafcal ! do you. ipean to in&t me i 
Get out of my houfe this mopient, or Til not:leave 
a tooth fianding i^ your hea^ ifprjthia iii(b)ence» 

Cdm^ What! muit I go then, without punting in 
your teeth. Or g^ing you the new left eye. I have 
brought you ? 

Sir y. The new left eye ! — bere's a fellow for 
you — Don't you think, rafcal, I can fee better ?vith 
the eyes I have, than with any you can make me ? 

Cam. Very well. Sir, very wejl. Sir— -lihall call 
upon th^ colonel, and demand the caufe of this treat- 
ment. 

Sir y. Colonel— What Colonel ? , 

Cam. Colonel Platoon — who fent me to you frbm 
London, defiring I might call with a complete fet 
of teeth, upper aiKl under, and a left eye of the 
hazle colour — As you had not a tooth in your 
head, and was blind of an eye thefe fix monthi. 

Sir y. So then it is to Colonel Platoon I am 
indebted for this infult ? But it is no matter, 1 will 
have fatisfeftioni*— he Ihall account to me for this. 
• Cam. Aye, Sifj but who is to account to me 
for my goods f is this iBne fet of teeth, and this 
beautiful eye to lie upon my hands ? 

Sir'y. Dainnyou»^ teeth, Sir, and damn your 
eyes I Get about^ your bufinefs. 

Cam. It is mighty well. Sir, it is mighty well. 
I Ihall charge them to the Colonel. 

Sir y. Charge yourfelf out of my houfe. 

Cam^ 
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• Cam. Pretty ufagc truly, far a man of my figure 
and profciEon — I, who if it is only with my cha- 
riot m the ftreets ef London, have made as much 
noifc as any man in England ;-^I Sir, who fupply 
half the nobility with teeth, and have my eyes talked 
of in all parts of Europe— Nay, Sir, 'tis not fix 
weeks fince a Swedifh nobleman oflTer'd to take one 
with him to the court of Stockholm, and procure 
me the Honour of the polar ftar ; - but Sir, I de- 
clined the honour ; I am more of a patriot ; what- 
ever my talents are, my country Ihall enjoy them : 
your fervant— I fliall look up to the Colonel for 
payment. [Exit Cam, 

Sir. % An impertinent tooth^^drawing mounte- 
bank rafcal ! — And the Colonel to fend him to me I 
'Sdeath, whtn fuch fellows are able to ride in cha- 
fiotsi by putting- ii>falfetec»h and falfe eyes, how 
many ill furnHhedaad diforder*d heads muft we 
have in the nation, 

^Enter a Servant.'] 

Sir 7.. What is the matter. Sir ? 

Sew. Oh, Sir, Will Skuite the filherman isjuft 
arrived with mod terrible news. 

Sir J. What is it ? 

Serv. A fleet of French privatters that are now 
bearing down directly for Brighthelmftone, and will 
be here he fays, before ten o'clock tonight. Oh, Sir, 
our wives and our daughters, our fillers and our 
brothers will be all ravifhed — We fliall have our 
throats cut, every mother*s foul of us, and be laid 
under diftribution afterwards. 

Sir 7. Aye, I knew how 'twou*6 be ; I knew 
how-'twou'd be — here's an enemy come down upon 
us, without a fingle ridout or fortification in the 
whole neighbourhood of Brightbelmflone to refift 
them — But where is Drill and Tattoo } 

Sirv* 



Digitized by 



Google 



C 23 ] 

Serv* In the pantry. Sir, like good foldiers^ 
ftorming the outworks of a furloin of beef, and de- 
molilhing the cheaveaux-de-frize of a venifon pafty. 

Sir J. Poft to them inftantl y, and bid them mu- 
fter all the recruits they can, and meet me ftraight 
on the parade at the Wbite-Horfe ikittle ground. 

[^Exit Servant. 
Go you, Tom, and ftationthe coachman and poftil- 
lion, with groom and ftable boys to guard the out- 
houfes and ftables — ^Bid the butler and Bandy Will 
look Iharp to his pantry, and tell the cook to dif- 
patch a party of fcullions on the fcout to prevent 
a furprize, while he is dreffing dinner-^I will give 
orders to Roger the carter ' to furround the front 
of my houfe with carts, waggonj, ploughs and 
harrows, behind which, I and the garden-men 
will pepper 'em with the family blunderbufles ; 
fliould we be beat from our fortification, we'll re- 
tire to the great hog (lie, while the maids fhall 
pour down vengeance from the garret windows—- 
And now let Mounfeerscome as fopn as they pleafe, 

l^it. 



End of the First Act-> 
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ACT thfe SECOND. 
SCENE the SEA COAST, 



Enter Cam£L£On» Beaufort, and Charlc} 
Evergreen. 

Cameleon. 

THEY have fwallowcd the bait ; the whole 
family have caught the tilarm 5 fo I have 
nothing to do now, but to aflume xriy difguife, 
and to adt the fifherman, 

JSsAUFORT. Away !— yonder I fee lady Cathe 
rine ! *fdeath there's another with her i but the- 
fatteft is (he, Charles. 

Charles. Begone ! they are here* 

[Exeunt Cameleon and Beaufort; and Enter 
Ladv Catherine and Brussells. 

Lady C. That old fool my brother, fancies we 
(hall be invaded to night— —and is fortjrfying his 
houfe for a fiege. 
Brussells. And do you think, Lady Catherine^ 
there is any truth ii the report ? 

Lady C. Why, I think oruflells you arc as great 
a fool as Sir John.— But yonder is Sir George.-— 
What a figure! what a countenance ! ^ 

Charles* Now am I confoundedly Jjuzzled to 
diftinguifti which is my mlftrefs! — Beaufort told 

E me 
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me the fatteft :— -but I muft have had a pair of 
fcales to determine that; for, according to ap- 
pearance^ere is not half a pound diflereijce j — he 
might as well have told me the oldeft, and bad mc 
count my dulcinea's wrinkles to be fure of her. 

Lauy C. . I ^ara in Ipch cpnfufion ! — if he acqofts 
mc IbBderily, I Ihall certainly fwoon— Why 
docs'nt he tome np to us, Bruflells ? 

Charles. If I fhould majce a blunder it would be 

the devil 1 an old woman never forgives an in- 

fult lo her beauty. 

Lady C. He is a nqiighty mp^eft creature, Bruf- 
fells :— do you walk 'by him, and fee if he*llfpeak 
tl> yon. (Bruffelh walks by him, and he mjiahs her 
f9r Lady Catherine. 

£!»ARLESv (hwsvsryb^w.J Madam, this is fuchr 
an honor, fo unexpefted. • 

Brussels. OSir! youy letter was of riut tender, 
\tfann, patiictic-^-~- 

Charles. O Madam !— — nny letter was froft to 
the fcorching fire of my paffion : — but dear, ado- ' 
riihkv fovVeicn of my wilkcs*--—f ifc^^^/w^jT^/^^j- 

hcrhafidandkyfesit.) ♦ 

Lady C. Ah \ what do I hear ! what do f lee ? 

. Biiir»s£Ls. Sir, you overwhelm--—- 

Ch A&L-ss* Madam, conlider the fervor of my paf- 
fion : ■ ■ the time I have iov*d, tho* I have never 
<iivuig'd xrrv Basest befo»e-^the many tedious days, 
and flceplcis nights it has coft me, th e 

Lady C. I-cao hold ao longer— *—0 thou bafe, 
thou petjw'f'd Sir George !— — Is it thus you repay 
mc for granting you an iiiterview?-— Is this your 
love and tcndcrnefs for the unhappy Lady Ca- 
therine ! — and defcend to an old milliner too I 

JpR.us SELLS,. An old milliner truly !— marry Come 

up I 
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Tjjip \ — there are fbnrie milliners, I can tcJl you, arc" 
kook'd up to, >yhen other folks are leok'd doWn 
upon. 

Charles, (afide) Jufl: as I expefted! but 

BrOfizc'afiift nne — --(coming up to OUfy Cdtb&ihj 
Is it poflible that my lovely ijady Ct^crine is of- 
fended at my refpeftful delicacy tor licr ? • 

Lady C. Peijw'd niih> ^db not fpeak to hie. 

Char lbs. The moment, I beheld you^ e^ery fa-^ 
culty forfook me ; my knees (hook» ihy «fcsiwam 
and I was ioft in iteliciousconfufion ; then tuminjg 
round and round, to fe'cover myfelf, I faw this 
lady, in whofe face, I read good humour and af- 
febility,—- and who I know to be one of the befl: 
milliners inEngland— — flbe^ faidl, will fpeak fdr 
me — flic will break the iCc with my dear, but re^ 
ferved and modeft Lady Catherine. 

Laoy C, Then you only wanted Brufferis to in- 
troduce you to me ? 

Charles. No more upon my foul 1 fure yoii 
don't think old Bruflclls !— hem ! ' \ 

Brussells Mighty well truly !— tut we are all at 
liberty to chink for ourfelves. 

Charles. The vaft dilparity of your year ^-' - ■■ 
Brussells. A rude fellow ! to talk of years! 

Chak LEs. Then the nam^elefe graces of that be- 
witching countenance !— your fmilcs, your^im- 

ples ! — your eyes ! ^" Oh ! were thoib eyes in 

heav'n, they'd through the airy"-^-^tiiereis no oc- 
cafion to detain Mrs. Bruifells longer I believe. 

Lady C. None in the world ; ^vou may go^ 

Bruflells. ' ' ^^ 

Brussels. Aye to be fure. Lady Catherine, f 

will go. (afide) An old fool ! to fufFer herfelf 

CO be impos'd upon in fuch a manner., He i& 

E 2 really 
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itBily a charmingyoung fellow !■ b ut^sthe old 
ijiaying is^he might have killed two birds with one 
ftonc, [Exii BruffcUs. 

Ladv C- O Sir George ! Sir George ! you ar# 
^ bewitching' n\aa !-^but ^ow long is it fince you 
firft fawme ? : ^ _ 

C.HAR{»£s. ]^t was feven months yefterds^j a fort* 
nightj and three days/ 
, Lady C. I think you faid fix in your letter ! 

Charles, -Ah Madam^ how happy does that ob- 
fervation'make me ; there is another proof of my 
pafllon, \t has quite deftroyed my memory. 

Lady C, . Where did you fee me firft. Sir George? 
• Charles. At a mafquerade.:-^and to prove that 
1 am fxo common lover, I fell in. love with youj 
without fo much as feeing your face. 

Lady C. O yes ! I remember I was there in the 
charafter of alhepherdefs-— Andhowdid you know 
me again?.. 

Charles, By that delicate Ihape, Madam, and 
thltinr^poffible-defcribable fomething,. which pre- 
fides over every look, every gefture, every moTion 
q( Lady Catherine. — ^But when, when* adorable 
Lady, fliall I call you mine ? 
. Lady C. Spare my confufion, J befcech you. 
Sir George. 

Charles. Cruel woman ! — then I find my /even 
months fuffering^ have made no impreflion ! 
recoUeft the journeys I have made after you— » 
from London to Bath ; from Bath to. the Hot- 
Wells ; from the Hot- Wells to Scarborough; 
from Scarborough to Tunbridge; froip Tunbridge 
to Bright hclrnftoneii from BrightheJo^ftonc — Hal 
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who is that I feeydndcf — Sir John Evcrgrccn> as 
Hive! 

Lady C. Do you know him ? 
. Charles. I didformeriy; at prcfent we arc 
not upon very good terms. But as we muft palt 
this moment, when fhall I fee you again ? To* 
night ; to-morrow morning ; after to-naDtraw or 
next day jt — —oh tell me whe^, or 1 ihali hate nto 
time to hear ypu. . - « ' 

c JLady C. Then to-night at ten, Sir Geoi^* 

Charles, (afide) The devil! Ifindmyaunt*- 
mittrefs is not fond of "procraftinatlng : TU meet 
thee, my angel. Farewell. 

Lady C. But firft. Sir George, takae tiiis 
.pledge of our Infant paffion. (gives himaring) 
It has my pidure fet in brilliants. 

Charles. 1 take it my love, with ■ but^ 
Eounds, here is Sir John. . (g^wg^ Jbe holds him} 

Lady C. Sir George ! Sir George 1 I give you 
leave before you go. (offers her cheek) 

Charles. By Heaven I have not time now,—* 
here's. Sir John — 1 muft fly. \^Exit Ch a^lbs. 



Lady C. Oh! the bewitching fellow!-*— -but 
I mnft be gone too, or this fooliih brother of mine 
will be alking me fome indelicate queftions.— J 
am forry the young man was in fuch a hurry. 

[Exit Lady CviTHRRrNE. 
Enter Sir John Evergreen, Cameleon in a 
' FijkermaT/fs drejs^ and Tattoo, Drill, and 
farty of the Servants, 

Sir John, Is not, that Lady Catherine goes off 
yonder ? 

5j?« VANT. Yes, your honor, I think it is. 
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» Sir John. Aye, fhe has. been caterwawling' 
here by the fea-fide. — And v/hen did you fee thii 
fleet, Skaite ? . ' ' • . 

• • Cameleon. Yefterday morning, your honbr, 
:a$ you'll find by my affidavit before the itiayori— ^ 
about five o'clock, jud as the day began to peep, 
I f AW fotpethihg black to thcviarboard, which at 
£iil I took for a fquall; but as the nrorniog began 
to cleAfi I faw well enough that it was a fleet of 
ihips, bearing down upon me with all thccaniufs 
they could crowd. 

: *SiR John. Then I fuppofe you threw youf 
cargo of fifli overboard, in order to run the faftcr? 
' Came^^eon. No, no; Htnow the hungry Mbn- 
iieurstoo well : if I had done that, they wotild 
have funk me for difappointing them of my cargo. 
. Drill. What! — refcrve your cargo for the ene- 
mies of your country! damme, you dog, yoy 
ought to be tried by a court-martial for it, and tied 
up to the halberds for mutiny. 
- Cameleon. But Mr. Serjeant, you don't con-- 
fidcr ; we are not all born foldicrs and brave men^ 
like you and Mr. Tattoo there — I wage war againft 
no'human creatures, except Turbot, Cod, Lobftcrs 
and Mackrel ; and provided I have courage 
j?nough to fubdue and t.ike prifoners a fuflicient 
number of them, 1 do not envy Alexander. 

Sir John. But pcoceed Skaite with your rela-' 
jtion. ' ' 

Cameleqw. Unluckily for me. Sir, one of my 
boys had tied a red filk handkerchief to the maft 
head of my boat, in order to dry it j the Frenchmen 
took this for En^lifli colours, and a fignal was held 
f^dt for fighting. 
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' Sir John. For fighting ! why fure they mighc 
have feen you had no guns. 

Cameleon. Why, that's the very reafon they 
were fo eager to fight me. — If I had had guns on 
board, they would have run away the very firft 
glimpfe they got of their muzzles — but you fhalr 
hear — the handkerchief they took for colours, and 
accordingly difcharged a full broadfide into me, 
which carried away my maft, fails> andlrtgging/ 
killed every foul on board except niyfclf, and 
mangled, me in a terrible manner. 

Sir John. Mangled you ! why you don't fcem; 
to have any wounds now ! : ' 

Cameleon. Ah Sir! if you had feen me when; 
I, came on fliore this morriing-^all the cocks of my 
hat were {hot away, fo that it look'd like a bowl' 
or a bafon on my head i feverai balls were lodged 
in the ^flcirts of my coat } my trawfers had more 
holes in 'em than a cullendar, and I Ihould have- 
loft my thigh by a mufquet ball, but for a tobacco 
box in my breeches-pocket : however, as. if that 
ball had a fpight againft me, it wheeled afterwards 
into theforccaftle, penetrated the door of a locker, 
and broke into fritters a cardivine of choice cognac 
V had juft purchafed from a fmuggler. 

Sir John. They cold you they were coming to: 
Bfighthelmftone ? * 

Cameleon. They did indeed. Sir; and to' 
fhew you what it is to be eiKronraging foreigners^ 
they were pcrfuaded to come here by fome French- 
men that were down here laft fcafon as'fervants to 
LadyOftrich J who told them there was^ ppwcr; 
of company here, and that they would make their 
fortuJKg. / 

SlA 
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' Sir Jonrs. 1 thought fo, I thought that alt 
this mifchief was owing to our damned Frcnchi-i 
ficd people of quality. 

Cameleon. Do.you.fpeak Freach,Sir? 

Sir John. French ! . no nor one of my family,, 
except my fon, and him I have difcarded for ex- 
travagance and difloyalty. 
( Cameleon. That's a great pity, fir ; for as 
y^wjr hoafe, from its fituation, is the iirft they will 
inveft, ihould you not be able to hold out, and. 
come to a parly^ what. will you t^o for an inter- 
prctcx? . . 

SmiJoHN. You were abroad, ftrjeant ; can'0 
you iabbcr a little ? 

Drill. I never could get beyond parley vou,~ 
Sir John. 

Sir John. Nor you. Tattoo ? 

Tatto* I advanced to fee Jignore, fir, but no 
farther. 

Cameleon. O you are two rare fcholars. Sir 
John, rU go myfelf down to the be^ch, and watch 
their landing, bring you exaft word of the num- 
bers and force, and tell you whether you ought 
to fight or capitulate ; TU be your interpreter, for 
I fpeak as good Guernfey French as any fifher-> 
ipan intbcChanncL 

Sir John. My dear Skaite, I am heartily o— 
bilged to you ; go ofi^ then this moment, for you 
fee it is jufi: dark, and it is fifty to one but they 
are landed already. 

Cameleon. 1 fly to ferve yo«i, Sir John^ 
(aftde) Now to piy maftcr and his friends. 

[Exit Cameleon. 

Sir 
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DkiLti Havfe you given thi heccflary oHe^Sj 
^ir John, for the fiege ? 

^ Sir Johi^. No> noi I muft firft fee what ftate my 
ttpops arc in.-^o you, PriU,and bring 'cm before 
AM— 'here they come I here they come— ^comc 
on my hearts of gold; 

Enter a large party offervarets armed with flails ^ pit cb-^ 
forlcsy iSt.-^Tbeiook armed witb-ajpiti thefculHon 
witb tbe poker ^ and all tbe others beuringjometbing 
emblematical of their ft atiom^ In the middle two 
women ftand with ejcuttbeons tacKdto oldturtain^ 
for colours in their bands > ibey march acroff the 
ftage andfdlute Sir John witb ludicrous folemnityh 

•Ohl excellent difpofition 1 now liftcn to me while I 
iflliemy orders-*—— You ferjeantj and you^ friend 
•Tattoo, take pofleflion of the garret windows j-you 
Ihall be attended by two chambermaids^ to fupply 
you with proper utenfils to annoy the enemy in cafe 
of a ftorm.'— You, Roger, and William^ entrench 
yourfelves with your fix Irifh hay*maker$i on the 
leads.- — ^I myfeif will be confined to no llatiofli 
-a— ^ril be up ftairs, and down ftairs, during the 
whole engagement, and fee that every man does 

his duty, -But oddfooks! what fhall we do 

with our women ? — -^ — Do you think they will be 
fafe in the parlour ? 

Drill. The parlour. Sir John ! if the enemy 
have any artillery, all the under part of the houfc 
will be blown away at the firft difcharge. 

Sir John. What do you think of polling them 
an the wine-cellar. 

Drill. If there's no danger of their getting 
drunk, it's the only phce of fafcty in the houfe : 
for there nothing ^an hurt them, excepc-a mine is 
"l^rung upon us. 

F Sir 
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SiR John, And now come on, gentlemen,/— «•« 
march to yduf feveral ftations : and as yoo love 
Old England, roaft beef, and liberty; and hatt 

flavery, frdgs, and Frenchnnen, behave nobly • 

Huzza ! — —Old England for ever. 

[Exit Sir John, Drill>6?^* 

Sake changes to Sir John Evergreen V boufe. ^e 
cutftde^ harrocaded with ploughs^ harrows^ wheel- 
harrows^ fffr.— TJ^ windows alljhut except me^af 
which Emily appears. 

Emily. This is the time Beaufbrt promifcd to* 
come : I tremble for his fuccefs, and tho* my li- 
berty and happinefs depend upon it, I feel a fe*- 
cret fenfe of ftiame at my father's^ being made fb 
ridicolous. ^Ha:! is not that he coming yon- 
der, and my brother Charles ? 

Enter Beaufort, ^//^Chables Evergreen.. 

Charles. My dear fiftcr,. have I at laft liberty 
to fee you ? 

EjviiLY. O Charles ! I employed every ftratagerp 
. this morning, to get out to fee you : but my aunt, 
. from her averfion to Mr. Beaufort, prevented it. 

ChtARles. My dear girl, I am much more con- 
cerned for your fituation than my own : bu c I hope 
you are prepared now,, aiid will let "no childilh 
fears, and ridiculous niceties Ihake yourrefolu- 
tion. 

Emily. You may depend upon me, Chtrles, 
You had fcarce quitted the houfe this morn- 
ing, Beaufort, when you were difcovered :-^ 
one of the fcrvants knew you through your dif- 
guife,.in confequence of which, I have beeafockd 
up in thisT apartment ever fince. 

Beaufort. Keep upyour fpirits, my angel, for 
I hope to deliver you in Icfs than half an hour. 

ElVtlLY^ 
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Emily; Begone ! 1 hear my father's voice—— 
be and his rout are now coming in at the back- 
gtfic—— farewell dear Charles — Beaufort, adieu ! 
[She retires from tb^ window. 

Beaufort. O Charles ! what an adorable gjrl 1 
■- - ' .' what an eye !■ \vhat a lip ! — what a fhapel 

then her voice !' as ihe fpoke to me from the 

window, by Heav'n, every filver accent thrilled 
down to my very heart, and touched the fineft 
chords of love. . - 

Charles. Zounds ! by thefe raptures, I (hould 
fuppofe you wanted me to make love to my filler 
^% well as my aunt. 

Enter Cameleon, 

Camel^on. Buftle, buftle, my mafters^ yonder' 

are you difguifes gird on your fwords, and 

mount your whifl^ers ; then come and be ready to 
take your cues. 1 fcope you are perfe6t in your 
leflbns ? 

Charles. Perfefti 1 have almoft broke my 
jaws with it : fuch execrable founds, fure, never 
wounded a civilized ear fincc the- confufion at 
Babel. 

Beaufort. But have you bought off the fer* 
jeant and drummer ? 

Camel^on. They are fecure. Sir. I purchafed 
their loyalty with three of the five guineas you 
gave me. to , be employed in fecret fervices, I 
gave half a crown to a prefs gang for the hire of 
their flag till to-morrow, morning. 1 have en- 
gaged the mafter of a puppet- ihow to beat the 
drum, and his merry- Andrew, in cafe of necefflty, 
to aft the part of a French brigadier general j then 
Fa' I have 
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T hayfc'a large party of fifticrmcn for ibldkr^i 
and, what few generals can fay, ^havci fatisfifid 

ijiy whole amriy with twenty (hillings- But 

dear mafters, begone, and when I wave iny 
hand, conie to me. ( Exeunt Beaufort and- 
Evergreen, manei Cameleon)— — Now general 
Camcleon art tliou on the eve of finifhing a moft 

^orioua campaign-: If I reduce this garrifon^, 

I fhall get jntQ good fnug winter quarters for the 
reft of my life. But hold, hold ! what if I fhould 
be obliged to raife the fiege ? What if the enemy 
iliould make a fally, and fairly defeat me? why 
then ^^ farewell to the little good my mafter will 
*^ do for me ! farev/ell the good hot dinner 1 the 
<^ ear piercing , bell! the royal firloin, and all. 
*^ pride, porap, and profped of good eating ! and 
" oh ye round-paunch'd landlords, whole fiery 
*• faces dread Jove's red lightning counterfeit, 
'* farewell ! Cameleon*s wage^ and his place are 
f^ goile !*• (Sir Jpbn appears at one-of ibe windcws) 

Sir John, 1 have heard nothing, yet which de^ 
notes their near approach. Holloa, Prill, did you 
hear any thing yet ? (Drill appears at the upper 
vjindow) ' . 

Drill. Hear^ your honour ! . I am almoft 
ftunried with their artillery. 

Gameleon. {afide) Well faid, Icrjeant; that 
gun was well levelled. 

Sir John. The devil you arel why I have 
Apt heard fo miich as a fingle mufquet go off. 

Drill. That's, fir, becaufcyou have loft your 
jiearing with the noife. 

Sir John. Why I hear you very well. 

Drill. But I am obliged to roar to you as if 

\ had ? ipeaking trumjpet at my mouth, and repeat 

' ' tlK 
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t^e fame thing over twenty times before you take 
the leaft notice of me. . . . 

. Sir John. Aye ! why now this is very ftrangc, 
that I fliould lofe my hearing with a ^ipife I never 
heard. 

Cameleon. \aftde) Now is the time to give 
him the alarm, \goes uf to the door and knocks) 
Sir John, Sir John, they are come, they are come. 

Sir John. I know it, *I know it, my good 
^iend ! But prithee ar^ there great numbers of 
them? 

. Camelion. Numbers, your honor! theyarc" 
as thick as a Ihoal of herrings ; but did you ever 
hear fuch a dreadful cannonading? . 

Sir John. Drill tells mc it is terrible, and fo 
it muft, for I have loft my hearing by it. 

Cameleon, Harkee now, fir j there th(?y gQ 
again, fir \ there again, fir. Lord o'mercy, will 
they never ha' done ? 

Sir John. Now am I fo deaf, Skaite, that I 
^ion't hear a W^i'd of all this cannonading, {a drum 
heard) O yes I hear the drums now, I. have got 
my hearing again. 

Cameleon. 1 thought, fir, Ibmething was the 
matter with you, fori was bawling to you half ari 
hour before you heard me. 

Sir John. But what's to be done, SkaiteJ 
Do you think we (hall able to ftand out a fiege ? 

Cameleon. Lord, fir \ how can fuch a thing 
enter into your head\^ If they once throw ^ 
bomb or two, they'll blow up your houfe, family 
and all, in a few minutes. 

Servants. Lord ! what will become of us poop 
fcrvants? ; - . 
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Sir John. Why ye rafcals, what rcafon have 
ye to complain, when your maftef is blown up* 
along with you ? . 

Cameleom. Dear fir, think of fomething; 
yonder they come j I hear their drums, and can 
lee all their fwords and .mufquets gliftening thro' 
the trees witji the moon-beams. 

Sir John. Zounds, as an EngHfhman, I can- 
tiot think of giving up my caftle, though they do 
blow me up. 

Drill. But, fir, have you any regard for other 
people's lives. 

Cameleon. It will be too late, fir, if you don'C 
fpeak ' immediately, for I fee they have flopped, 
and fent off two heralds to treat with you. What 
do you fay, fir, (hall I fpeak to them for you ? 

Sir John. Well ! fince you will have it fo, 
^ith all my heart. 

Cameleon. ' Apfopos, here they come. 

^nfer Be AVTORT and Chaklis Evergreen, wilb 
whiJkerSy lar^e hats, aud long fwords^ ^fl^g ^'^^^ ^ 
large party. 

. Sir John. Zounds, their two* heralds are ftrap- 
ping dogs ; v^hat whilke.rs ! (Cameleon hows Je^ 
veral times "very low) 

i Beavfort. Contenterongtee cawpitulee bu in- 
ftantee blownuppowfi ? 

Camei^eon. Jt's juft 4s I told you, fir \ he a(ks, 
yrhether you'Jl capitulate, or be content to be 
Jblown ujp ififiiantly ? 

Sir John. Then you may tell him we will ca- 
pitulate ] 

C^WELEON. Capitulongtee^ Maifieur. 

Beau- 
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Beaufort, Parblieu f quelle monye give hell 
It up pour ranfummit him ? ^ 

Cameleon, He bids me ask how much md-^ 
ney you will give to ranfom yourfelf and family ? 

Sir John. Why I have not a great deal of 
money in the houfe : ask him how much he will 
take ? But let me fee now, you'lt make a good 
bargain for me. 

Cameleon. rildo the beft I can for you to be 
fure, Demande votre ranfummond. 

Charles. Poundong, thoufanong, fifteenong. 

Sir John. What is that he fays ? Does not he 
fay he will take fifteen pounds ? 

Cameleon. Ah ! Sir ! I wifli he did. He aflcs 
fifteen thoufand. 

Sir, John. Fifteen thoufand ! why, that is af- 
moft the price of half my eflate. 

Charles. Dcfcende cum toute famille, & 
ronaport le monny. 

Cameleon. He bids you, Sir, come-out with, 
your whole family, and bring the money. 

Sir John. Why, you know I can't fpeak 
French i tell him I will fettle the bufinefs where! 
am. 

Cameleon. Lard, Sir! why will you crofs him> 
'If he once falls in a paflion, he will cut off my 
head, then what will you do for an interpreter ? * 

Charies. Ha! non defcenderotec ? Nob 
cowperong vote headon, non defcendong inftant©# 
[Draws his /word in a violent faffiGti. 

Cameleon. O dear Sir ! for the love of mercy 
come down, or you will fee your poor Skaite laid 
as flat as a flounder.— -Conae down, comedown. 
Sir I for till you do, I Ihan't be fure my head is on 
my fhouldcrs. 

SU4 
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Sir John. Well, tell him riLcofine dowrii 
Cameleon. U dcfcendcro, oh ! reverend, & 
▼encrawle* 
Both. Oho! oho! nous inftru^fto manero. 

[^// retire from the windows.' 

CAMELEOff. Now, lir, what' do you fay to 
your Cameleon ? 

Charles. My Cameleon ! my Hermes ! my 
Apollo! my god' of Invention! Til ereft a monu^ 
mcnt to you, firrah, in your life time i and when 
every body is praifmg your parts, yoti (hall be as 
irich and h^^ppy as a blackhead. 

Beaufort. But nwimj the citadel is thrown 
open, and yonder comes the' governor with th^ 
^^eys. 

Enter Sir ^ohn^ Emilys Lady Catherine^ BruJJeUSf^ 
. Drill^ Tattoo^ and a crowd of/ervants at the door. 

I^D V C. Sir John, Sir John \ how could you 
be lb raih to open the doors ? 

Sir John. Why, zounds, are you afraid they 
. will take you off to France with them ? 
Brjjssels. O which is the interpreter ? 
Cameleon* Here, madam, at your fervice. 
Bruss els. O dear fir, tell ihem I have no iwH 
liey at prefcnt about me, but if they'll wait till 1 
fend to London, I'll give 'em two of my appren-' 
.ticcs as hcftages, till myranfomis paid. 

Cameleon. Come, come, Sir John^ have you 
• brought the money down ? 

Sir John. I have brought all I had in the 
, Iwufc i here it is. {Jbews/otne papers) Ten thou- 
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fanci pounds in good India bonds, my pbor girl's 
fortune. ^^ \ ; 

CAMEfcEpNi , Ay^i'lct me have 'emi I'll tiy 
and make 'cm. take ^ven this trifle, (takei the 
ionds) 

Brussels;. O dear Mr. Skaite, isn't this to 
ranfom us all? 

Cam. Ranfom you all ! /fdeath^ madam, havd 
you no more confcience than y to impofe upon 
thefe gentlemen, becaufc they are. foreigners ? 
. Sir John. . I fuppofe they will now lay the 
^hok town of Brighth^lmftptie under contribu- 
tion. 

Beauf* 'I ani perfectly fatisfied with the money 
I got here, and provided you will coilfent to arr 
union with my deareft Emily, will never take a 
fliilling of it out" of the family, {dif covers bitnfelf) 

Cam. Now do I think it wifeft, fbr fear of ac^ 
fcident, to lodge the money in a place of fafety. 

[Exih. 

Sir John. What ami theri trick'd, rpbb*di-^-H^ 
but do not think 1*11 tamely fubmit to this,; I'll 
try the law inftantly^ I'll ■ ■■ ■Will no one fetch 
me a conftable ?* * 

BfiAU.F; Have you forgot tfiat your daughter 
has ten thoufand pounds indepertdartt of you ? 
But, Siri to (hew you that I canriot'take a mean^ 
or ungenerous advantage, V\\ retiirn you your 
rnoney> and throw myfelf entirely on your gene* 
i"ofity.— — Here, Camdeon. 

Sir JoHNi - Aye, try nriy gerierofity* 



i-; 



Enter Camel eonj 
GiiMi Did- your honour call ? 
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Beauf. Yes, give me thofc India bonds. 

Cam. What bonds. Sir? 

Beauf.^ The bonds you got from Sir Joha 
Evergreen this moment. 

Sir John. Ay, my bonds, my bonds, firrah. 

Cam. Lord, Sir ! what can you poffib^y want 
with them. 

Beauf. Come, Come, Camelepn, no trifling: 
^iye them tome. 

Cam. You muft excufe, me, Sir^ my fortune 

as well as yours, depends upon thofc bonds r 

If •! give them up, Sir John will never give you 
his daughter, and 1 fliall lofe my reward. 

Sir John. You will be hang'd, you dog, if 
you don't give 'em me. 

Cam. But I know I Ihall be ftaryed if I do. r^ 

Now,^ir, as 1 look upon ftarving to be a certainty, 
and hanging but a probability, 1*11 keep the bonds^ 
and fet the g^lows at defiance. 

• Sir Jqhn. Get me the bonds, Beaufort, and 
ril give you my daughter immediately. (Here 
Sir John J Camekotiy Emily y and Beaufort^ retire to 
the back oftheftage) 

Lady C. Dbn't do any fuch thing. Sir John. 

• Cam. My Lady, this other FVf nch gentlemaq 
defires to fpeak with you. 

• ' Charles, (takes her ^Jide^ and dif cavers him-: 
/el/,) Have you forgot, Sir' George^ Lady Ca- 
therine ? 

Lady C. Sir George ! fure it isn't poffible ? 
Charles. Mum, madam, as you value you^ 
reputation; I am no Sir George, butplaip Char^^ii 
Evergreen, your nephew. 

G % I^AP)? 
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Lady C. My nephew ! 

Charles* The fame, madam; fo take the 
hint : tell my father you have paid my debts, 
pr this pifture, mada m ■ you underftand me, 

Lady C. O perfeftly. Upon my word, Sif 
John, this is a moft extraordinary accident^ Wc 
have got Charles here. 

Sir John. What, my fun Charles ! where i^ 
the dog ? let me come at him. 

Lady C. Upon honour yoq muft be recon^ 
ciled to him. I have paid all his debts. 

Sir John. Haye you ? then give me your 
hand, Charles ; I forgive youj^ my boy, with alji 
my heart ; I never had thp leaft anger towards 
you, only I was afraid our reconciliation woul4 
pod me rod much money. 

Cam, Well, Sir, I am happy to have been the 
inftrument of fo much good fortune, and I hope 
it will be the means of reftoring you to ypuf 
ienfe's. 

Sir John. 'Sdeath, I believe you are the very 
fellow who wanted to rob me of fny grinders. 

Cam. The very fame, fir.' 

Sir John. You are the dog that would haye 
had me part ..with the fafteft friends I have j old 
acquaintance ; that during an intimacy of fixty 
years Handing, damn me, if one of them ever 
turned out hollow. H^rk ye, Beaufort, fince you 
^re to haye my daughter, I muft inGft upon one 
jhing. 

BfiAUP. Only let me know your plcafure^, that 
I f?^^}^ comply with it^ 
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Sir Jokn.. Then, fir, my pleafure Is, that yout 
firft fon be bred a foldier, that we may have one 
fhilitary man at leaft in the family, to fight for * 
his couhtry, in cafe of an Invafion. 

Cam. TheFrench invade us, Sir! Lord how could 
fuch a thought ever enter your head ? Sir, if in- 
ftead of reviewing your houfeh6ld tr6ops, yogi 
were to take a view of our different encampments^ 
Inhere tlie moft noble and gallant fpirits of the 
land have affcmblcd volunteers in the fervice of 
their country, you Would be convinced, jfhould 
France be daring enough to attempt an Invafion^ 
flie would find it a more ferious piece of bufinefs 
than the innocent laugh of this night. 



P I N t S. 




Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



/Google 



Digitized by ^ 

t 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



